"What would I do?  Let me have that whip, and you shall see.**
Lomeliino waved back the warden. His narrow face was set. **It
was to me that Prospero Adorno surrendered. Enough that you
should filch the ransom. He is still my prisoner. I have yielded to you
in this matter of putting him to an oar. That is shame enough for
both of us."
"Niccolo !" Filippino was angrily aghast. "Did you hear what the
dog said tome?"
"And what you said to him.   I heard."
For a moment Filippino continued to glare; then he laughed to
cover his embarrassment. "And as for his being your prisoner, that
is a matter you can argue with my Lord Andrea. But listen, my
friend." He took him by the sleeve, and drew him away, Prospero
apparently forgotten. Just below the poop they stood awhile in very
earnest talk, then Filippino stepped down into his barge and was pulled
back to his own galley.
"May dogs defile his grave," was the pious prayer of Dragut, care-
less of who heard him. "Aye, and the great Andrea's, who doomed
me to this hell." Then he looked at Prospero, and flashed his teeth
in a grin. "The nephew has avenged me on you more subtly than he
knows. Had Allah shown me what was in store I'ld have died fighting
on my deck before ever Fid have surrendered. And so, I take it,
would you.'*
Prospero shook his head.   A smile was trembling on his lips, his*
glance that of a man who looks inwards rather than outwards.
"Ah, no," he said. "To me life is a necessity. There are three
things that I must do before I die."
"You will do them if it is written that you shall. But being dead
it will not matter that you did none of them."
"Not to me.  No.  But it will matter to others."
"What you shall do is not what you intend, but what Allah wills*
What is written is written."
"I think that Allah must have written these three things for me.
So I'll be thankful to be even abjectly alive, here at the oar."
For the best part of a month he continued so to toil in those
Neapolitan waters, and it was a month of unparalleled hardship which
took heavy toll even from a frame so hardy and vigorous as his own.
And there were indignities the least of which was the warden's lash
which fell across his shoulders from time to time. For whilst
Lomeliino might have refused to have him flogged from personal
spite, yet he could do nothing in the matter of the whip impersonally
employed by the wardens on the gang when the galley in its patrolling
required more than ordinary speed.
Thus for a month, and then at last came the long expected Venetian
galleys under Lando. Originally awaited so that they might reinforce
the Genoese, now that they arrived they were destined, instead, to
replace them. For on the same day came a swift sailing felucca from
Genoa with letters commanding Fttippino's immediate return. Filip-
pino welcomed the order; for there was no love between those jealous
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